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FOR HERESY. 



TRIAL OF ANNE AYLIFFE. 



The western towers^ embattled high in air^ 
Heaved o'er their bells resounding chimes to prayer ; 
And up the steps a reverent people marched^ 
Through portals cavemed deep and lowly arched^ 
To aisles, where shafted lights their tracery wove, 
And pillared vaults embowered a shadowy grove. 
Crowds sought the hallowed water, signed their brows, 
And gathering eastward knelt to murmur vows ; 
Which dews descended as from Heaven to meet, 
Dews shed by hyssops round the altar's feet. 
On that high altar wrought from glittering mines, 
Illuminated books, and graven shrines. 
The silver pix, and chaliced gold, were laid ; 
Tall tapers gleamed like jewels : Priests arrayed 
In white and scarlet bowed at entrance prone : 
The Lord Archbishop mitred graced his throne : 
His hierarchs around him filed their stalls : 
And mass was sacrificed in great Saint Paul's. 



4 ANNE AYLIFFE. 

*' Come, let us lift for mercy heart and voice 
To God, my God, who maketh youth rejoice. 
Here is our refuge when the proud contemn. 
Oh, shield me, and discern my cause from them ! 
Shed from thy heavenly mountain light and truth ! 
I come to God, who maketh glad my youth." 



Thus from the altar's hase intoning prayers, 

Mid white-rohed youths, then mounting up the stairs, 

A Friar of orders grey the service said : 

Oft hent his knees ; oft howed his shaven head ; 

Oft crossed him thrice : now smote upon his hreast ; 

Now turning hailed the multitude and hlest. 

Choirs answered him, with anthems soaring loud. 

Incense curled up, and wreathed on high a cloud. 

In choral ranks the palled procession trod. 

Hymned every Saint, and chaunted praise to God. 

While through each aisle the faithful gazing stood, 

Or reading knelt, and signed the holy rood. 

Till, heard the warning of a silvery bell, 

To earth all prostrate bowed the face and fell; 

The primate rose, the hierarchy up : 

The Priest thrice offered Heaven the host and cup : 

And all tongues quired, adoring cup and host — 

" Glory to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

We laud, we love, we magnify thy name, 

Thou, who for human sins the Lamb became ! 
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Thou, with whose presence heaven and earth are filled ! 
Have mercy, Christ !" They paused : the fane was 

stilled : 
Alone the Friar in accents clear and lowly 
Pursued the chaunt — ' For only thou art holy, 
Thou only wise, thou only the most high !' — 
" Lord Grod of Sabaoth !" — burst the fane's reply. 
Then pealed Hosannahs, Hallelujah rung. 
Deep organs shouted with a tempest's tongue ; 
Through nave and transept boomed the billowy sound. 
And swelled, and flooded aisles and arches round ; 
Each pillar trembles, kneeling statues nod. 
And walls with men re-echo — ^thanks to God. 
Earth and her tribes, in homage, join their hymn. 
With peeling spheres, and choirs of Cherubim, — 
** Because thou madest all things, all supplyest. 
And by thy blood for man redemption buyest. 
We, therefore, with the hosts in heaven that hail thee 

nighest. 
Hymn Hallelujah, praise to God, Hosannah in the 

highest!" 
A deep dread fall long crumbling darkly rolled. 
Far through the abyss, which trembled as it tolled ; 
Mute Nature lowed with subterranean thrill ; 
Dim mom intoned Amen : and all was still. 



'^ Oh, like these moments what in human time ? 
What grander scene ? what drama more sublime ? 
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Lo ! with one heart all ages and degrees^ 
Clothed in their pride^ and mingled on their knees 
Before an altar dowered with every worth ; 
The gate of Heaven to supplicants on earth : 
Where all the arts reflect their Author's grace ; 
Where priests, supreme in probity and place, 
With solemn march, in robes of radiant dyes. 
O'er sainted relics, dress the sacrifice. 
Silence and song ; the whispered prayer and spoke ; 
Flowers, banners, censers, and ascending smoke : 
Dread pageantries, for which man's soul was made ; 
And every charm that brings devotion aid : 
On high, in sculptured and in limned design. 
His deeds and death ; and he, the Word, in fine. 
Unseen, yet present to etherial sight. 
Broods o'er the whole, and consecrates the rite. 



" For him, ye columns, rear your brows on high ! 
Lift up your heads, great portals of the sky ! 
What fairer dome, save that which Heaven expands. 
What worthier seat, of temples made with hands. 
Than builders si^e here pillared for his throne? 
For nature's God a work like nature's own ; 
Or where unlike the form her hands produce, 
StiU like in graxse, magnificence, and use. 
In new designs her fair proportions shown ; 
Her likeness traced in structures not her own ; 
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Her measure followed, harmonies bestowed. 

On strange materiak, in an imknown mode ; 

And half her influence o'er the mind imprest 

By difibrent means, and thence with livelier zest ; 

And half her charms to fascinate the heart. 

Oh, noblest work of imitative art! 

To pile columnar trunks from marble mines. 

Embower their boughs and interlace with vines ; 

Pile higher still, and arch a vault on high,. 

To shield the storm, and emulate the sky : 

Cross aisles to vistas of her sylvan bower : 

Rear for the sun in heaven a lantern tower : 

Adapt each limb with various height and length, 

And bind the whole in unity and strength ; 

Copying, abstracted, in a difierent plan. 

The grace and order of the world and man ; 

And scarce with rapture less, and awe, confound 

And lift to God the wight who gazes round. 

Than who beneath a clifi^ sees capes and bays 

Far tinged with sun-sef s red and yeUowy rays ; 

Or nightly wandering hears the hills accord. 

And Heavens declare the glory of the Lord, 

When winds and waves through shadowy woods intone, 

And ghastly moonlight chills the glimmering zone« 



" The soul here teems with action more august. 
On ! Look within ! What would they in the dust ? 
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Appease offended Heaven and mourn their sins ; 

For wrath is forth from God^ — the plague begins. 

What ! Is God angered ? Woe is theirs to mourn. 

Consuming fire were easier to be borne ; 

Easier the deluge of a sea to stem ; 

The trembling earth to quiet : woe is them ! 

Ah ! how escape^ fly whither, where abide ? 

Whose aid invoke, what sacrifice provide ? 

For as it was through every age and clime. 

Is now, and shall be to the knell of time. 

To meet their Maker men a victim need ; 

Blood must atone ; a Saviour intercede. 

But what ? Our earliest fruits ; or failings dumb ? 

Away ! The Word hath answered — Lo, I come. 

Behold the Host ! For this will God forgive ? 

Have faith, do penance, and your souls shall live. 

Know, intercessions high in Heaven assist. 

Oh pray for us, blest spirits ! Will he list ? 

Hark ! from on high the Word again hath spoken — 

This is my body which for you was broken ! 

This is my blood ! — The miracle is done : 

The mystery closed : Hosannah to the Son ! 

God has received his sacrifice for sin. 

And all are ransomed who partake therein : 

As signs by faith received from Heaven attest. 

Ye, who believe, depart, repentant, shriven, and blest. 

" And thus it shall be till the knell of time. 
And has been thus through every age and clime. 
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Ere shepherds hailed the choir in Heaven descried^ 

Or kings to Bethlehem traced their starry guide. 

Alike, where Egypt raised gigantic piles ; 

Where Greece with Dorian porches graced her isles ; 

Where Tuscan temples crowned the hills of Rome ; 

Or Sion's courts enclosed the holiest dome : 

Where reigned the God, whose service thrills these 

towers ; 
Or where mankind had analyzed his powers, 
Impersonated each, with fancy warm, 
And shrined each image in an idol's form. 
When fears, or thanks, or man's insatiate love 
To fathom fate and question Heaven above, 
On marble steps bowed supplicating knees : 
Where ranks of columns reared on high a frieze, 
Which crowned the temple with a bossy zone, 
Of white-robed priests and warriors horsed in stone ; 
And scenes of opening heaven in pediments were 

shown. 
In front an altar blazed : and hark ! with drums. 
And clarion's sound, and song, a victim comes : 
Some spotless lamb, or heifer white as milk. 
Or bull with golden horns arrayed in silk. 
High peals the choral hymn : responses swell : 
Maids quire with youths : and issuing from the cell, 
Stoled in procession, priests descend the stairs. 
With garlands, wands, and sacramental prayers ; 
And compassing the altar hail, and lead, 
With slackened cord, the offering up to bleed. 
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Till then the victiin seemed a thing of earth ; 
For God's and man's communion nothing worth : 
But, silence, all ! and hence ! profaners, hence ! 
The oblation novr begins, the rites commence* 
Bright censers swing : sweet incense mounts the sky : 
Vows follow after : Heaven is summoned nigh. 
Lo ! where with ritual words, the girdled priest 
Has veiled his brow, and fronting toward the East, 
With hands (first bathed) above the victim spread, 
Devoted, hymning as he smites, the head — 
I hallow thee by incense, wine, and bread : 
And mingling blood wi&ince^e, bread, and wine, , 
Transformed their essence to a sacred sign. 
And made all consecrate, made all divine : 
Then, then, an expiation came to pass ; 
An host was shown, a mystery and a mass. 
Death's ironies were witnessed ; cups imbued 
With blood were tasted ; and a feast ensued. 

^^ And thus it was through every clime and age. 
But why ? but whence ? Interrogate the sage ! 
Whence these opinions? Man's? Who first con-i 

ceived. 
Where preached, how made by other men believed — 
Opinions, man's self-interest so restricts. 
Pity abhors, and reason contradicts ? 
Confess ! each source, each origin, ye trace. 
Is lost in high primordials of our race : 






ANNE AYLIFFE. 11 

Devolved from fountains far bejond our reach ; 
Profound as matter's ; dark as those of speech : 
Yet spread, like them, the same in various modes. 
Through aU religions, liturgies, and codes ; 
Famed through all climates, stamped on every breast* 
How came this thither ! Why, and whence, imprest? 
Sprung forth these rites spontaneous from the sod ? 
Then whence ? Who placed them here ? Who made 

them ? God. 
Yes, these — blest heritage of all mankind. 
In each tradition solemnly inshrined, 
These have come down from human nature's birth, 
Relics of Heaven's first testament to earth ; 
Ruins, whose structure proves them used to deck 
Some primal temple ; fragments of a wreck. 
Which witness, drifting o'er the seas of time, 
A fabric lost, — how spacious, how sublime ! 



^^ What then ! Has Christ's religion, which undid 
Those gentile rites, pursued them ? God forbid ! 
Who seek examples, in themselves diffide ; 
And all, who follow, magnify their guide. 
But when had faith more confidence to lead, 
When more distrust of others that precede, 
When less self-doubt, than Holy Church's creed ? 
No counterfeit, no copy, lurks with us. 
Yet all bears likeness. Wherefore is it thus ? 
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For God is just, and was from every time : 
And justice wills atonement made for crime : 
Atonement calls for sacrifice to bleed : — 
Hence liturgies revealed in every creed : 
Hence in all liturgies a victim dressed, 
An host for God's and man*s communion blessed : 
For man's, that host must be like us of earth ; 
For God's, be free and innocent from birth. 
More, must be hallowed, sainted, changed, in fine 
Be transubstantiated, and made divine. 

" Then own — of all religions this the soul ! 
This actuates each, this illustrates the whole : 
This in some revelation lost, whose force 
Transpires through all traditions, found its source. 
All ancient liturgies, which owed their birth 
To Heaven's primeval intercourse with earth, 
All gave for guilt a victim free and pure ; 
And, in some image more or less obscure. 
All transubstantiated the victim given. 
And held communion in the blood with heaven. 

*' But when these mysteries sunk to rites debased ; 
When man refined his sympathies and taste ; 
When riper reason took no more delight 
To blend the shambles' task and temple's rite ; 
When immolated brutes no more could ease 
Remorse for sin, nor answer God's decrees : 
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(God leads the march of human intellect ; 
He makes it covet all he would effect^ 
And shrink from what his providence would shun; 
Yes^ of God's instruments man's mind is one :) 
When therefore Time gave Christ incarnate birth, — 
What wrought the Word ? A twofold work on earth : 
Revived that lost Apocalypse of yore ; 
And perfected its rites for evermore. 

*^ Revealing who for sin must be appeased. 
And how atonement made, the Word was pleased. 
Not to repudiate sacrifice, for means ; 
But cleanse that rite from sanguinary scenes ; 
By faith relume its mysteries, and refine. 
And, making them miraculous, mark divine. 
He joined the injured with the injurer's place ; 
And took (oh ! wealth inefiable of grace ! 
Oh! miracle of love !) the victim's post. 
And made himself an everlasting host. 
Whose flesh and blood for sacrifice we give, 
And for communion share with God, and live. 

^' And thus it shall be through each clime and ag6.. 
Let scomers mock it, let the seeming sage 
Dispute, let heresy, let Hell, assail ; — 
Against this rock their gates shall not prevail. 
This shall endure through every age and cHme, 
Till the last Angel soar, and sound the doom of time." 



14 ANNE AYLIFFE. 

So^ from the steps descending^ till he reached 
The altar's gate, a clerk his sermon preached. 
And some approved, some censured ; others slept, 
Or dreamed awake ; but one there was who wept. 
Alas ! young Monk, what withering loss or sin 
Has struck that gentle cheek so pale and thin ? 
And oh ? what dire misdeed, or dread mishap. 
Yoked to thy neck the collar of La Trappe ? 
With vows, on bitterest roots to make thy fare ; 
Thy night half vigil, all thy morning prayer ; 
With bloody scoui^e to discipline thy breast j 
To clothe in thorny shirt and steely vest ; 
To use no lodging but a darksome cave, 
No labour but ito dig thy daily grave ; 
And never more give words with man a breath. 
Save these — Mevnento mori /—Think of death. 



Can this be he, whose forehead beamed as day ? 
Whose heart's high sallies Heaven alone could sway ? 
Who vied alike to cheer the sport of fools, 
Grace pilgrim choirs, and triumph in the schools. 
At moot, no voice with deeper thought could roll; 
In song, none sweeter thrill to woman's soul. 
Whose snowy breast beat measure to his strain. 
And glancing eyes shot after him, in ^ : 
Whether pride fenced his bosom from their dart. 
Or masked unworthy flames that rapt his heart 
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For high his hirth^ thoo^ youth ohecurely past ; 
Till haughtiest kinsmeu owned his worth at last : 
Earl Esher's towers his nepheVs entrance hailed, — 
But ah! Heaven called him, and its voice prevailed; 
In thunder heard, o'er Ham, when lightnings shot, 
And swords of flame waved round the Atheist's cot : 
Where early kindness had heguiled this youth. 
Ere Holy Church unmasked the monstrous truth. 
From that dread night, — ^when shrieks unearthly hurst, 
Through eddying flames, that teemed with shapes ac- 
curst; 
Yet neither shape so dread, nor shriek so dire. 
As his, from Esher's keep who watched the fire ; 
Watched, and had hurled him headlong in despair. 
But peals redoubling stunned and felled him there : 
From that dread night, he changed in voice and brow ; 
Christ all his hope, the cloister all his vow : 
Whose silent fold shall hence thy soitows wrap, 
Fitz-Hugh of Merton eret, now Phillip of La Trappe ! 

Through the north porch the faithful folk were sent : 
With whispered prayer or greeting forth they went. 
The poor to labours, and the rich to cares : 
The brethren toward the south moved out to theirs. 
Paired in long order, vergers first, they past. 
Monks, — canons, — next the dean, — the prelates last ; 
London's and Lincoln's, high with mitres crowned, 
And Benedict of Bangor, sleeved and gowned ; 
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Each with his crozier^ each in scarlet pall : 
Stem Arundel, their sovereign, following all, — 
Propped on a staff, with pomp of cross and mace, 
Pole-axe and pillar, borne before his face ; 
Of hoary locks, but eye that darted fire. 
From beetling brows, beneath his forky tire ; 
In purple robe, with rochet and a cope, — 
Lord Primate of the realm. Lord Legate of the Pope. 
And hymns again, in music to their march. 
Waved the high tree-tops of each echoing arch — 
" Oh bless our work to-day ! Oh Father, make 
This people all thine own for Jesu's sake. 
Yea, as in heaven on earth thy will be done ; 
Till thine evangel beam like morning's sun. 
Beam through the world on heretic and Turk, 
And Israel light. Oh Father, bless the work !" 



Silent and slow the cloister's court they tread ; 
The cloister, paved with tomb-stones of the dead. 
And paved with stones, which yet no letters show. 
Where they, who muse above, shall mould below. 
For them the chapter-house unfolds its gate. 
Eight were its walls, and o'er its angles eight. 
Eight arches, springing to the zenith, groined. 
Bowed to one pillar in the midst, and joined ; 
Whose shoulders, towering from the floor, alone 
Heaved up and held the firmament of stone. 
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And pictured saints discoursed from windows seyen ; 
And seers approved their mission graced by heaven ; 
Whose beamSy thus hallowed by the scenes they pass, 
Told round the floor each parable of glass. 

Through files the primate entered toward his chair ; 

Bowed to the cross above it, murmuring prayer ; 

(Lest sin, beleaguering sin, the heart surprise, 

Corrupt its ward, or pass in virtue's guise ; 

For subtle are the fiends within to steal, 

By reason's proud or pity's kind appeal :) 

Then gained his throne, on oaken steps upheld, 

High canopied, and carved with tales of eld : 

Low on each side his sufiragans had seat ; 

The rest were ranked on benches at his feet. 

All stilled, — his Grace, — brief stating what the cause, 

These clerks, profound in Holy Church's laws. 

Met to assist, — commanded those who ought. 

To bring for doom who waited to be brought. 

Near the west wall, a flag-stone long and wide. 
With rings, was rolled by warders four aside 5 
A flame was lit ; a trap-door upward thrown ; 
And twain with keys went down an hundred steps of 

stone. 
Scrolls, in the mean, above the bar were spread. 
By scribes, before the synod robed in red ; 

c 
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Below, there thronged, dividing for a way, 
Priests of all orders, white, and black, and grey. 
The nearest peering down the shaft terrene ; 
Where torches, lost awhile, again were seen : 
Whose bearers, reascending, led their charge. 



Young, comely, tall beyond her years and large, 

Yet delicately shaped, and tersely nerved, — 

Her form, though shattered, still that charm preserved, 

Which marks a mould and temper well combined 

To lodge all grace and energy of mind. 

With faltering step, and hand held forth to lean, 

Anxious and dark and melancholy mein, 

She, wildly rising from the womb of earth. 

Seemed not of English, scarce of mortal, birth. 

A robe of woollen, coarse and black, comprest 

Around her waist, and ample o'er the breast. 

Hung to her feet : her neck and arms unveiled ; 

Broad lofty forehead ; cheek depressed and paled : 

Nose of an eaglet's daring ; lips beneath 

Curved o'er a wall of strong and pearly teeth ; 

Lips cuiTcd to sternness, but with angles prest 

In dimples faint to elegance and rest : 

And from her brow dividing flowed behind 

Her raven hair, uncurled, and unconfined. 

Save by — what moved some shudder of surmise. 

Folds of white linen plaited round her eyes. 
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Led through the throng she stood behind a chain ; 
With broken murmurs as she passed the lane, — 
" Was Maud's that cell with song of folly rife ? 
Oh balmy, savoury, breath of light, of life ! 
What means this? — Whither would you lead me, 

tell?— 
My brain still burns. — Does father bear it well ?*' 
* Be silent !' — cried the apparitor, — * and hear ! 
And, Phillip of La Trappe, press not so near ! 
Thy hood had better hide those streamy cheeks. 
Peace, ho, attend ! His grace the Primate speaks.' 

^^ To name the sins of this apostate child. 
To show how wicked is her creed, how wild. 
Were a long task, a fruitless, and would grieve 
Ourself to speak, our brethren to receive. 
And haply taint some less instructed breast : 
Let this suffice, her tenets are confest. 
And are not such as Holy Church approves. 
Them to correct, — as swift a mother moves. 
Whose babe stoops gazing o'er a folded asp, 
Charmed with its hues, and half prepared to clasp ^ 
Or wanders near a cliff which beetling hangs 
O'er gulfy waters ; — yea, with keener pangs 
The Mother of our Souls made haste to take 
This erring child, and rescue from a snake, 
Of hue and fang more fascinous and dire, 
A cliff more slippery, and a gulf of fire* 

c2 
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" Taken^ — I call to witness you, whose aid 

Thereto was lent, and Heaven, for whose we prayed, 

No art was unemployed, no time exempt, 

No labour spared, unwearied no attempt ; 

All, wit could compass, zeal and pity gave, 

To purify her soul, convince, and save. 

But all in vain ! When Self-conceit and Doubt, 

Those unbelieving spirits, seemed cast out, 

There entered in two others, near allied. 

But more imclean, Obduracy and Pride. 

To banish these required more sharp research, 

By rigorous means, abhorred of Holy Church ; 

Means only urged when none beside succeed. 

Then urged with sorrow, nor beyond the need ; 

But which, ui^ed here to equal it, have proved 

Less rigid than the soul they have not moved. 



" What rests ? All human labours know their span : 
Nor will the Spirit always strive with man. 
Apostacies are rife ; more odious none ; 
Examples needed ; — and God's will be done ! 
God's, and the King's. For having crowned his brows 
O'er prostrate France, the Fifth King Henry vows 
To wear Christ's cross, his sepulchre restore. 
And lash the apostate tribes from Judah's shore. 
And well must we in England aid our chief. 
And purge his realm of schism and unbelief. 
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What therefore rests ? but haying once more striven, 
Ere that last — dread — anathema be given, 
To save this miscreant, miserable maid, 
Whom Hell has hardened thus, and Heaven betrayed ; 
Should these lures fail — the last to be renewed, 
Should penitence and grace be still eschewed, 
What rests, my brethren, save — ^ye all concur, 
To leave the secular arm to deal with her ? 



" Anne Ayliffe ! tolerance is near an end. 
Smiles, wretched girl, beseem thee ill. Attend ! 
For the last time thou standest there, to learn 
Thine earthly doom, perchance thy doom eteme. 
Is life thy wish, or death, and damned pains ? 
Take heed ! A space^ a moment, yet remains. 
Penance and pardon still are in thy choice : 
And Holy Church forewarns thee, by my voice. 
Prays, by my tears, — even yet be reconciled, 
And be her faithful and obedient child. 
Lo, here the volume of her laws and creed ! 
Sense may deceive thee^ passion may mislead. 
Reason perplex ; but trust to God and her, 
Who will not wrong thee, and who cannot err. 
Behold the Book of Life ! Abjure thy sin, 
And haste, dear child, to write thy name therein. 
Thine shall be all rewards in heaven possest, 
And all this earth retains to make thee blest. 



22 ANNE AYLIFFE. 

" Nor let Pride answer, with a scomer's vannt, — 

Earth now retains no blessing thou canst want : 

But hear what, one, whose care exceeds thy worth, 

Has wrought with us to offer thee on earth. 

In Netley Abbey, — on the neighbouring isle 

The woods of Binstead shade as fair a pile ; — 

Where sloping meadows fringe the shores with green, 

A river of the ocean rolls between, 

Whose murmurs, borne on sunny winds, disport 

Through oriel windows, and a cloistered court; 

O'er hills so fair, o'er terraces so sweet, 

The sea comes twice each day to kiss their feet: — 

Where sounding caverns mine the garden bowers. 

Where groves intone, where many an ilex towers. 

And many a fragrant breath exhales from fruit and 

flowers : — 
And lowing herds and feathered warblers there 
Make mystic concords with repose and prayer ; 
Mixed with the hum of apiaries near. 
The mill's far catara<;t, and the sea boys' cheer. 
Whose oars beat time to litanies at noon. 
Or hymns at complin by the rising moon ; 
When, after chimes, each chapel echoes round, 
Like one aerial instrument of sound, 
Some vast harmonious fabric of the Lord's, 
Whose vaults are shells, and pillars tuneful chords, 
Echoes with song far circling hills and bays, 
And heavenward wafting their consent and praise :— > 
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In either house a corody is mine ; 
Submit to Holy Church, her Scriptures sign, 
And name in which retreat you choose to live, 
And learn what blessings life has yet to give. 

" Hard-hearted, canst thou doubt ? Bethink thee well ? 
I offer life and heaven — or death and hell. 
Ah, how perverse is sin, and how unwise ! 
Well, speak thy choice ! The book before thee lies ; 
Subscribe it, and be blessed for evermore !, 
Refuse, — the feet of those are at the door. 
Who bore thy father, and shall thence return. 
And bear thee also to the stake, and bum ; 
With boughs in Holbom yet uncut from treen, 
Whose sap is flowing, and whose leaves are green ; 
Bum, and ere evening break thy bones calcined 
On Smithfield flags, and scatter to the wind. 
Come, choose the path thou never may'st retrack. 
Dost hear ? Wilt answer V 

" Yes. — Without the rack. 
Nor had you twice asked answer to the choice. 
But what was said of father choked mv voice. 
From whom since summer's dawn have I been riven, 
And never heard — till news this moment given. 
I thirst — I faint. — For charity, some water !" 

' Give her to drink ! And ah, remember, daughter. 
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In vain the damned ghosts, with torture stung. 
Howl for one drop to cool their burning tongue. 
Drink, while thou may'st ! Behold the accepted time ? 
And, while thou may'st, repent thee of thy crime.' 

" My crime ! Whomever have I wronged on earth ? 
I, inoffensive maid, of humble birth, 
Secluded life, scant means, and manners grave ; 
Child of an English leech and Syrian slave, — 
Who for his love escaped the Harem's bound. 
And here sought peace and freedom, here she found, 
And in the grave secured them, blest indeed ! 
Ere you denounced, or I denied, her creed. 
By father left to cherish it or change. 
And bred his books and cottage to arrange. 
His studies aid, and dress his favourite flowers, 
Where willowy Ham the winding Thames embowers, — 
What have I dared could move the realm's alarm. 
The Church's anger, or the secular arm ? 
What crime was mine ? — Unless ye call it such 
To love some friends too little, some too much ; 
Unless a proud conceit of maiden prime. 
And peevish tongue, be such, — what other crime ? 
Our books were naught ? We locked them in the 

shelves. 
Our creed accursed ? We kept it to ourselves. 
We never sowed nor sought calumnious words 
Of Holy Church's lucre, law, or lords ; 
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We framed no sect, used no forbidden rite, 

Preached no reform, desired no proselyte ; 

Nor ever jested where our neighbours knelt ; 

Nor dared betray contempt — ^whatever felt : 

But held our thoughts aloof, and seldom spoke 

E'en to ourselves, and never to the folk. 

You, you bear witness, questioned I was dumb. 

Till blood o'erflowed the vice that crushed my thumb. 

That steeled my heart; that stirred, beyond control. 

My latent pride and bitterness of soul ; 

More rapt than pained, indignant more than weak, 

I spoke the secrets of my troth, and speak. 



^^ The Eternal reigns in all through boundless space. 
Unwise ! who first designed him form or face ; 
Profane ! who shaped that image like our own ; 
Impious ! who dared adore the stock or stone ; 
And thrice accursed ! who yoked mankind and trod, 
With prostrate necks while bowed before his God : 
But what was he, who studied racks and used. 
To bend their necks and spirits that refused ? 
Studied, the seat of anguish and degrees, 
Till pangs were found more cruel than disease. 
And used them as a test for thought to search. 
And called the hell-bom science Holy Church. 
Oh, Allah akbar ! God is great and right ! 
He crowned man's brow with radiant orbs of light ; — 
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Light, which inspirits all, abstracts, and prints 
On each twin lens, all images and tints. 
To contact brings the world beyond our span, 
And makes the farthest star converse with man : — 
To read his works — God thus illumed the head. 
But made man's breast no window — to be read. 
Glory to God ! Though given to King and Pope 
To seal our eyes, our bosoms none can ope. 
There, still shall freedom one asylum find. 
Go to ! make creeds, and laws, to scourge mankind ! 
Enthral them, hand and foot, and sight and speech ! 
Thought only, thought, is barred beyond your reach. 
What racks can bend it ? What research unveil ? 
The soul, with flesh encompassed as a mail. 
Of proof impervious save to God alone. 
Defies your labours, and resumes her own. 
Whether she break communion with the tongue. 
And bid it mock you with the lie ye wrung ; 
Or scorning such degenerate use of breath. 
Escape with truth, and leave you dust and death. 



" Father chose well. But I — Who whispers? Hark! — 

Am I a baby trembling in the dark ? 

Give me the volume ! Thank you. Let us read. 

This is, you tell me. Holy Church's creed ; 

Which teems with menace of God's wrath and curse, 

But which I must subscribe, or sufier worse. 
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Already beasts are driven from the mart ; 
Where men, more brutish, flock from every part, 
To make my last their holiday, and see 
The pier of iron, girt with chains for me ; 
Mid circling hearth-stones, and a leafy pyre : — 
Azrael ! oh, spare me p,gonies of fire ! 
What hours are told in such a moment's pain ! 
More than I dare confront, or can sustain. 
Oh, — mercy ! spare, forgive, me kneeling here ! 
Am I not like your sisters, brethren dear ? 
Still like in substance, and was like in shape ? 
You call me daughter. — Is there no escape ? 
One Father formed us all of common mould — 
Witness, oh witness here, the Book I hold, — 
His breath inspired, his likeness graced, the clod : 
Respect the work and image of your God ! 
Lord Primate, mercy ! One, one mercy give ! 
I ask not much — I do not wish to live : 
But let whatever you do be briefly done. 
Oh, mercy ! — Mercy? — Holy Church has none. 
No. Allah kierim ! Anne Aylifie, rise ! 
Mercy dwells with our Prophet in the skies. 
Kneel not to idols, nor implore their priests. 
Who bum God's children in the mart for beasts. 
Mercy, of all his attributes alone. 
No church usurps, no priests would make their own- 
How else were father's age and merits vain ? 
Inhuman clerks ! all reason who disdain, 
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Brook no denial, no deserts respect, 
I will not add me to your bloody sect : 
Not for the Heaven ye threaten to forefend ; 
The stake, the hell — ye imitate and vend : 
Let fiends for ever tear and spurn me, — look ! 
As thus I rend, and trample on your book." 

* Wretch !' — all exclaimed — ^ Witch ! Paynim ! Athe- 
ist!' 

" Away !" — she answered — " I appeal ! Desist V 
The Primate interposed — ' Stand all aside !' 

" Keep Anselm off! I know his hand" — she cried. 

Again his Grace—' Forbear, forbear your force ! 
Here Holy Church gives culprits free discourse. 
Stand from her, all ! The Trappist may remain. 
He has our leave, which let him not profane. 
Listen we must, and pray that God may not. 
But oh, what fiends possess her, and besot ; 
For art thou woman ? — how ought I to call thee ? 
Body and soul what fiends could so enthral thee V 

" The three" — she cried — " gnm, terrible, and strong, 
Whose hand made day so dark, or night so long ; 
Made Heaven's bright arc as murky as their den. 
And changed the sun to blood : — for were they men ? 
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Yet hark? Here's something human: — something 

sobs, — 
As from a heart where still compassion throbs. 
No. — Winds may pity me, or walls condole. 
'Twas Maud beneath?— or what if father's soul 
Sighed in the air, with which it mingles now ? 
I come ! Yet, sirs, will Holy Church allow 
No high tribunal to revise your doom ? 
No last appeal ? — I did not mean to Rome ; 
But, if accounts be audited up there 
Of all we do below, and all we bear. 
Thither I cite, Lord Legate, thee— to come. 
And answer why you seized, and haled from home, 
A leech so sage, beneficent, and mild. 
His witless maid, and miserable child : 
And lodged in dungeons, with a rush to shine. 
Books meet for babes, and victual not for swine. 
With God and me how dared you interpose ? 
Why ask my creed of what He only knows ? 
By what right dared ye ask, and by what work dis- 
close ? 
Reveal the secrets of yon blood-stained cell, 
Arched under step-stones, halfway hence to hell ; 
What engines rack, and who o'erlooks the wheel. 
To add his hand where others flinch, — reveal ! 
And oh ! what penance last was mine to bear. 
To order — whose ? when three came down the stair, 
Anselm with coals, and Baptist with a rod. 
And who the third bade bind me ? — Allah ! God 1 



